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Digging the Dorm Designs

New Doctor of
Nursing Program
Raises Standards
BY ELIZABETH KOUBEK
CONTRIBUTING WRITER

Considered as one of the toughest and most rigorous programs on campus, the nursing school just got that much more
competitive. The School of Nursing is set to offer a program that
will "place Fairfield at the forefront of education in the nursing
field" according to Nancy Moriber, the School's nurse anesthesia program track coordinator.
The 36-month Doctor of Nursing Practice in Nurse
Anesthesia Program (DNP-NAP) will join two other DNP programs offered here on campus: the Family Nurse Practitioner
(FNP) and Psychiatric Nurse Practitioner. The program is set
to run independent of the normal school calendar with the
program beginning in May of each year operating continuously. Students will spend their first year completing stricdy
academic work then proceed to a 21-month long clinical
orientation and practica where they will work side-by-side
with certified registered nurse Anesthetics (CRNA) and other
anesthesiologists. The DNP-NAP track will work in conjunction with Bridgeport Hospital and Bridgeport Anesthesia
Associates.
Students will be challenged in routine surgical cases and
will participate in trauma, major burn and high-risk obstetrical
cases. Current student of the DNP-NAP, Matt Bishop, 11, says, "I
get exposed to a great deal of interesting cases and challenging
cases. I have to tell you that my experiences have been great, it
has been an amazing journey so far."
Who might be eligible? Applicants must have a B.S.N.
degree and a minimum of one year's experience as an RN
in a critical care setting. Applicants must also have a quality
point average of 3.0 or higher with a science GPA of 3.0. As
if the program wasn't competitive enough already, only 12
students are admitted into the Nurse Anesthesia Program
each year out of the many that apply.
However, with such a small class there proves to be
great benefits. Moriber states, "We are a very small selfcontained program in which the majority of the clinical
practicum is provided in one institution, Bridgeport Hospital. Because of that we are able to provide one-on-one
mentoring to our students in a very family like environment." That is one asset we sometimes are not always
granted with in other academic programs at Fairfield.
"There is a crucial need to prepare advanced practice
nurses to take on a leading role among caregivers," said Jeanne
Novotny, Ph.D., RN, FAAN, dean of the School of Nursing.
"At the same time, there is an emphasis towards clinical DNP
certification for all advanced nurses within the next decade, and
this program addresses both those needs." The need seems to
be high since, according to the American Association of Nurse
Anesthetists (AANA), nurses are currendy involved in about
two-thirds of all anesthetics administered in the United States.
What draws people into the program here at Fairfield?
We have built up a great reputation in the School of Nursing as
highly competitive, well educated, and a level of excellence that
is hard to match. Milagros Romero '12, current student of the
B.S.N. program states, "This new development here at Fairfield
only proves us to be a force to be wreckned with. The School of
Nursing is no joke, we work hard and we love what we do. Adding the DNP-NAP program will only add to our reputation as a
great program. It definitely makes me think about grad school
after graduation."
The DNP-NAP program is clearly designed for students
to leave with more than just a degree. They will be prepared to
assume a number of leadership roles which include executive
positions in all healthcare organizations along with university
based faculty positions with a clinical focus.
With programs like these, new nursing graduates will
think about going to graduate school to get even more
ahead in such a demanding field of work.
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Check out the new living quarters for Seniors, Juniors and Sophomores scheduled for next year on P. 2-3

Kairos: Where Do\bu Stand?
BY SASHA CAMPBELL

& ROSEMABY O'CONNER

CONTRIBUTING WRITERS

Kairos. Almost all students on Fairfield's campus have
heard this word. Whether violently opposed or powerfully in
favor, Kairos seems to spark an emotional reaction in Fairfield
students.
"When I came back from Kairos, I was a member of a
large community," Ashley Rowe, '11, said. "That community is
so supportive and introduced me [to] amazing people I otherwise would not have met. They helped me accept myself, faults
and all, and become the person I have always wanted to be."
Others oppose this view. When the retreats conclude,
complaints about "secrets," "cults," and "Kai High"
can often be heard from those who did not par
take.
"I've yet to go on Kairos in college,"
said Gabriella Tutino "but it seems to
me that it creates an intense bond
between people that do go. This is
not a bad thing in the least.
But if you're not on the same
retreat as your friend, when
he or she returns, you feel
a bit neglected, since those
who did go seem to have only
eyes for each other."
Many students are told
that Kairos is a retreat that has
a secret. Some students even think
that Kairos is some sort of secret
organization. But how many can actually
explain what it really entails?/Campus
Minister and Retreat Coordinator, Kevin
Donohue, and student coordinator, Colleen Wilson,
have something different to say on the matter.
Donohue, a Fairfield graduate, helps organize the various
retreats for Fairfield students. "There seems to be a persistent
misconception that Kairos is some sort of a 'Secret Society,'"
he said. He also professes that the reason for the secrecy is not
to exclude people, but to encourage them to attend the retreat
themselves. He believes most central elements of the retreat
are best experienced personally, instead of being recounted
through word of mouth.
He said that, "Kairos is a weekend long retreat grounded
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in the spirituality of St. Ignatius, founder of the Jesuits. Kairos
has a Catholic orientation, but individuals from all religious
traditions are welcome to attend. For instance, when I was
a student at Fairfield, a Muslim friend of mine took part in
Kairos and loved it."
Colleen Wilson '11, agrees with Donohue. "This retreat is
all that you make it and the religious aspect can play as little or
as big of a role as you would like. Over the three days, you are
broken into small groups and provided with opportunities to
get to know one another on a deeper level. The retreat can be
a moving experience allowing students to take a step back and
reflect on their lives."
Based on the number of people who sign-up
for Kairos, there is a high level of interest in this
retreat. Donohue is thankful for all the students who are interested in the program
but states, "This is a mixed blessing,
because while we are pleased that
so many students want to participate, there aren't enough
spaces to accommodate
everyone who wants to
come."
Kairos is also not
unique to the Fairfield
campus. Many other
Catholic schools have their
own Kairos retreat programs.
Donohue states that, "Many Jesuit Universities and High Schools
have the Kairos retreat. I first did Kairos as a high school student at Scranton
Prep. With that said, every school has its
own unique style and individual emphasis, so
Kairos isn't the same at any two places."
Even if students have participated in a Kairos retreat in
high school, the staff at Campus Ministry does not want them
to turn away from the Kairos experience at Fairfield. They state
that each and every Kairos retreat is different based on the
students that participate and the subsequent interaction and
spiritual learning that takes place.
Wilson says, "Kairos is an extremely special and unique
experience, as one participant calls it, 'a celebration
KAIROS | PAGE 6
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Dorms Are (Almost) Done!

Bike Storage Room

51 Mclnnes Road ^^

Dorms are Done! It's Housing Lottery Time
BY ELIZABETH KOUBEK
CONTRIBUTING WRITER

It is time once again to figure out where you and your
friends want to live next year; however, this time many more
options have been added to the list. Seniors, Juniors and
Sophomores all have new living opportunities available, now
the question will be which one will you pick?
Seniors and Juniors have two new buildings added
to the list: 51 Mclnnes Road and Dolan Hall. 51 Mclnnes
Road, also known as the "Gateway to the East," is located at
the start of the village and will be apartment style living for
groups of 4, 6 and 8.
Brand new in every aspect this building comes
equipped with new "blonde" furniture including: a kitchen
table, love seat, couch, end and coffee table. A new feature
that only 51 Mclnnes Road will have is an indoor bike room.
This room will be located on the group floor and will hold
students bicycles. There is availability for 188 students broken down into six 4-person, 22 6-person and four 8-person
apartments.
The other option for the class of'12 and '13 is Dolan
Hall. This building was completely gutted and renovated
into apartment style housing for groups of 4, 6 and 8 as
well. These apartments range in size and shape each with a
unique and individual style.
Dolan will have the option of attic apartments, those

will be located on the top floor overlooking the grounds
with an awesome view. The ceilings in these apartments
will be high and the laundry room will be located next to the
common lounge. This option will have availability for 140
students 3 4-person, 8 6-person and 10 8-person.
With these buildings the townhouses will now return to
4 and 6 person units, 74 4-person and 28 6-person.
For the Class of' 14 the new dorm 70 McCormick Road
is added to their option list. This "traditional style" dorm is
located in the quad among the other traditional style buildings available. With common lounge and study rooms on
every floor 70 McCormick will be extemely accomodating for
the residents.
This will be the second building on campus to have a
green roof and the first dorm with full glass windows around
the lounges, this traditional style dorm has new packaging
added. The hallways are designed to create a warmer environment with faux hard wood floors and curved edges. This
new option will now be the Service for Justice Residental
College for up to 132 students.
"These buildings are going to be beautiful and we're so
fortunate to be adding them on this fall. They're so brand
new, everything in them, if I was a student well even if I
wasn't, I'd want to live there." said Assistant Dean of Students and Director of Residential Life Karen Donoghue.
The new buildings create spacious living environments, as well as many more options for Fairfield University

students."The whole point of building new living spaces as
well as different types of building is student preference."
Donoghue said. Now it is up to the students to make the
decision of which we will choose.
If students want any more information regarding
housing contact the Residence Life Office by phone (203)
254-4215 or e-mail residenceltfe#JFairfi»ekl,i&du-

Where Does Everybody Go?
Jogltes = 2/3 Freshmen, 1/3 Sophomores (non
residential college)
Clover = residential college Sophomores
Kostka = Junior/Senior singles, Sophomores
i •

(non residential college)

Gonzaga/Regis/Campion = Freshmen
Loyola = residential college Sophomores
42 Bellarmitie = residential college Sophomores
Townhouses = Juniors & Seniors
Apartments = Juniors & Seniors
Dolan = Seniors
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70]V4c[€gormickRoad first-floor

Space between new
dorm and Campion

John C. Dolan Hall
groundfloor
8 Person

8 person
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Campus Crime Beat
Friday, February 11th
5:00 PM It was reported to the Department of Public
Safety that an overhead projector unit was stolen from
the Barone Campus Center. A report was also filed with
Fairfield Police Department. If you have any information
regarding this incident please report it to the Department
of Public Safety.
7:00 PM Credit cards, large amounts
of cash, and a driver's license were
reported stolen from a room in Jogues.
A report was filed with Fairfield PD. If
you have any information regarding
this incident please report it to the
Department of Public Safety.
70:30 PM An intoxicated student
was asked to leave after entered the
wrong townhouse while its residents were
sleeping. No further action was taken.
11:30 PMA student was placed under
arrest for possession of Marijuana in Gonzaga
Hall.
Saturday, February 12th
1:30 AM
The glass frame of a painting was smashed in the 1st
floor of Loyola Hall.
2:35 PM
A student's vehicle was towed from the Walsh Athletic
Center parking lot for being a chronic violator of campus
traffic laws.

Mirror Meeting- 6:30 p.m.
Every Wednesday
Lower BCC

Sunday, February 13th
3:30 AM A non-student vehicle struck a parked car
near the Townhouses. The suspect vehicle has not been
found. If you have any information regarding this incident
please report it to the Department of Public Safety.
Monday, February 14th
12:30 PM The Department of Public
Safety rescued 3 Fairfield Prep students
who were trapped in an elevator in Berchmans Hall. Maintenance was called to
repair the elevator.
3:30PM A Student reported a GPS
device, and an iPod charger to be stolen
from their car in Regis parking lot. Fairfield
PD was notified. If you have any information
regarding this incident please report it to the
Department of Public Safety.
5:00 PMA student's vehicle was towed from
the Quick Center parking lot for being a chronic violator of campus traffic policy.

The Department ofPublic Safety would like to remind
you that the Annual "Jail -n- Bail" to raise money for the
Special Olympics will be held on April 27,2011.
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DANCE INSTRUCTOR WANTED!
For Fairfield Studio
20010-2011 Season - Feb. to May
To teach intermediate/advanced jazz and tap
class
Thursday evenings
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Editors are looking for students interested in
taking pictures. Minimal experience required.
Contact one of the Photography Editors for
more information at info@fairfieldmirror.com

WRITERS WANTED. Section editors are looking
for students to write on a weekly basis. E-mail
Executive Editor info@fairfieldmirror.com
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Employer Application Deadlines:

Prepare for a
future in Public Policy
in New York City
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KPMG LLP
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Eze Castle Software, LLC
Eze Castle Software. LLC
Eze Castle Software, LLC
Cantor Fitzgerald
Target Stores
Target Stores
PricevfflterhouseCoopers, LLP
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SAC Capital
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At Fordham University's Graduate School of Arts and Sciences,
you can choose from many master's degree programs, including:

• Elections and Campaign
Management

■ Latin American and
Latino Studies

• Ethics and Society

• Political Science

• History

• Sociology

* International Political Economy
and Development (IPED)

• Urban Studies

TAX Intern
Discover Leadership Program
Management Trainee
Management Trainee Intern
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02/22/2011
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02C3/2011
02/23/2011

Be sure to visit Experience (eRecrlifting) for details and updates http:/f
fairfiekl.expetiencexom

Our master's degree programs offer students a strong alumni

Presentations:

network of successful professionals and influential global
thinkers who provide personal attention and career guidance.

'from the Locker Room to the Board Room"
Tuesday, February 22
6:Q0p.m-8:0Qp.m.
Kelley Center Presentation Rm
Presented by: Friends of Soccer, Lacrosse, Career Planning and Office and Akmni Relations

Students take advantage of New York City's extensive resources
for invaluable internships and training opportunities.
For more information, visit www.fordham.edu/gsas/programs

Ernsts Young, LLP,
Emerging Leaders Program Summer 2011
Sophomores and Juniors
Wednesday, February 23
5:00p.m .-6:30pm.
Kelley Center Presentation Rm

or e-mail fuga@fordham.edu.
Fordham is proud to be a Yellow Ribbon University.
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What are you Learning For?
BY ANNIE ROONEY
EXECUTIVE WRITER

What Simon and Garfunkel once sang: "slow down -- you
move too fast, you got to make the morning last," might be
important advice for college students today as there has been
a sharp decline in academic work effort and learning, according to a recent study.
The recendy published book "Academically Adrift"
claims that students are not learning more through acquiring
a bachelor's degree.
After testing more than 2,300 students from 24 undergraduate universities, Professors Richard Arum and Josipa
Roska found that 36 percent of students experienced no
major gains in critical thinking, analytical reasoning or written communications. The universities were unidentified in
the study.
Students were tested with the College Learning Assessment (CLA), an exam based on standardized essays and
open-ended questions.
Students took the exam at the beginning of their first year and
again at the end of their second year. The CLA examines broad
analytic and problem-solving skills and not a specific major.
The study found that students are pursuing minimum
class requirements. Results stated that 32 percent of the
student participants would not enroll in courses requiring
weekly reading assignments exceeding 40 pages, and 50
percent of the students did not enroll in courses with over 20
pages of written assignments on the syllabus.
Professors appear unsurprised by the findings, as they
are aware of distractions presented by new social experiences
or outside employment.
As a professor of the visual and performing arts for over
35 years, Phillip Eliasoph, Ph.D, believes that learning takes
greater effort now than it did in previous generations because
of modern technology, specifically the Internet.
"Control-x, control-c and control-v have short-circuited
the intellectual enterprise dramatically," he said. He also
believes students are adrift living in this post-modern digital
virtual reality.
"How much of what is authentic is being diluted, and
instead my students are easily accepting the counterfeit." He
encourages his students to slow down, think and be far more
circumspect for genuine knowledge.
"It might be valuable for students to step back for a moment to appreciate how Herman Melville, the Bronte sisters,
Edith Wharton, or E.M. Forster crafted works of genius from

their quill and ink pens.
Faulkner, Hemingway and Willa Cather were not aided
by a spell-check on their old Remington typewriters," he said
The study also suggested that collaborative learning is not
as effective as studying alone. Communication Department
Chair Dr. Margaret Wills is an advocate of group work because
"as we tell our students, the world works in teams," she said;
however, she does not believe it's the only way to learn.
"It can't hurt to study together—at least it gets students
to start studying. But ultimately I think everyone studying for
an exam needs to study alone and review their materials until
they feel confident in their understanding," Wills said.
While the study highlights a daunting national phenomenon, it allots leniency to those establishments focusing on traditional liberal arts fields. Students pursuing the arts were found
to have higher gains in critical thinking and writing skills.
Fairfield University President Rev. Jeffrey von Arx, S.J.,
said, "I feel confident that our emphasis at Fairfield on a
strong liberal arts foundation, as well as intentional and
integrated living and learning communities, means that our
students are put in circumstances where they make intellectual connections across disciplines."
■ Fairfield's core curriculum, an acclaimed Jesuit institution practice, requires students to complete a variety of
classes in diverse subjects.
From history and philosophy to visual arts and natural
sciences, Fairfield students complete 22 required classes to
graduate. Among the gains in intellectual substance, the core
also provides a syllabus full of reading and writing assignments.
To gain information for a proactive future, Fairfield established the Institutional Research Office in 2007. According
to Ann Stehney, Asst. Vice President for Institutional Research
and Planning, the university will have its first group of comparative data by this year's end.
"Our most extensive data will be from students in the Class
of 2011, who are being asked to complete various surveys as
seniors this semester, which include questions about reading
and writing assignments," she said. "In addition, the freshman
Class of 2014 is currently participating in the National Survey of
Student Engagement, which will give us data to compare with
the Class of 2011 as freshmen in Spring 2008."

What Exactly Is a Photo, But a Memory?
BY ELIZABETH KOUBEK
CONTRIBUTING WRITER

In most cases when looking at a
photograph from childhood, a fond
memory returns from that instantaneous moment in which the photo was
captured, even though the rest of the
day may be a blur.
But if we don't remember all that
happened that day, are what we see and
what our mind perceives of the event
all true?
As the common saying goes, "a
picture is worth a thousand words." That
is exactly what psychology professor
Dr. Linda Henkel has researched with
Fairfield University undergraduate
students.
In Henkel's recent study concerning photograph-induced memory
errors, undergraduate students served
as research assistants in supervised
research. Collaborating with the professor on their own studies, students are
able to apply their knowledge of science
first hand.
Many find it fascinating to know
how our memories perceive certain
images, and Fairfield students were able
to engage in this scientific research with
Dr. Henkel. A new world of cognitive
research has unfolded on our very own
campus, and all of it is relatable to our
daily tasks.
Dr. Henkel said, "Students can be
involved by participating in research
studies, by serving as research assis-

tants working with a faculty mentor for
supervised research, and by developing their own research study as part of
independent research."
The main focus of Dr. Henkel's
latest research was experimenting with
students using a series of objects and
photos. The students attended three different sessions.
They began by "performing and
imagining actions," and then "being exposed to photographs" of these actions.
The participants then looked at
pictures of actions from the first session
which they completed, imagined completing, or that never actually occurred.
They concluded with a "memory test"
that determined which events the brain
actually remembered performing.
As published in this month's issue
of "Applied Cognitive Psychology," Dr.
Henkel's end results of the experiments
concluded, "people may state with
confidence that they remember doing
something that they did not do."
By frequently viewing the picture
of an event in which you did not actively
participate, your brain begins to pick up
the visual cues, resulting in false beliefs
that you actually did what is seen on the
photo before you.
Henkel's study implies that once
we begin to fall into our daily routines at
school or work, it can be difficult to decipher between actions we completed
and actions we think we completed.
By conversing with a classmate
about a past event or envisioning where

you last saw your keys as you scrambled
out the door, you may begin to mistakenly imagine something that did not in
fact happen.
Although photo-induced memory
errors may be Henkel's most recent
study done on campus, she is a strong
advocate of student research.
In this study she worked with
Fairfield undergraduate students, but
the possibilities for all students to get
involved with scientific research while
in school are endless.
Dr. Henkel said, "I think it is also
worthwhile to have students be aware
that part of the function of a university
is the generation of new knowledge
through scientific discovery and that
there are active researchers in all of
our science departments, and they
should learn more about the research
that is going on here and get involved."
If you are looking to get involved in
research on campus, opportunities will
be available in the next few months. In
the spring, undergraduate students will
join Sigma Xi's annual poster session to
present their very own research studies
and experiments.
In October of the coming school
year, Dr. Henkel encourages all to engage in the New England Psychological
Association's annual conference, which
Fairfield will host.
At the conference, faculty, graduate
students, and undergraduate students
from all over New England will showcase their work.
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Let's Talk
About Sex
BY LOAN LE
CONTRIBUTING WRITER

"Let's talk sex!" a middle-aged woman yelled
down the 3rd floor of Campion Hall.
Not something anyone expects at 8 p.m. on an
average Fairfield night, but that's what everyone who
attended "Sex and Food" on Feb. 9 experienced.
The chocolate fountain and the array of fruits and
snacks were only secondary aspects to the program.
The most anticipated portion of the program was the
talk about a dominant trend in college life: sex.
Jeanne "Mrs. D" DiMuzio, former director of the
university's Health and Wellness center, came to the
freshmen residence hall to lead an RCC-sponsored
program about the misconceptions of sex.
She didn't criticize as students expected her to do.
Instead, she put the topic into a different perspective,
adding to her speech a few of her own stories.
DiMuzio recalled an experiment where men and
women were asked to carry a clicker in their pockets.
Each time they thought of sex, they were required to
click in the number of times.
The end result?
The male subjects clicked about 256 times while
females entered in two clicks.
According to a study done by New Strategists
Publications, Inc about sexual behavior in the United
States, "among women aged 15 to 44, [the] average age
at first sexual intercourse was 17.3 years...with male
counterparts at...17.0 years on average."
DiMuzio mentioned that the statistics did not
include numbers on oral sex.
DiMuzio then asked the attendees to separate
into groups by gender. Everyone wrote down what displays of affection they preferred from the opposite sex.
Females, DiMuzio noted, wrote down phrases like
'cuddling,' 'in-depth conversations' and acts of'chivalry'—actions in nurturing and emotional relationships.
Males, however, considered more physical activities.
DiMuzio also discussed the darker side of college sex, such as the rise of "drunken sex," in which
the parties involved consumed alcohol before having
intercourse.
She said that no matter how it is viewed by the
participants, the act would be considered rape in a
court of law.
To end her lecture, DiMuzio warned everyone to
have a plan and be safe whenever heading to unfamiliar parties.
%
DiMuzio is familiar with talking about sex to
a younger audience. She has lectured to students
numerous times over approximately 30 years, and she
said that she enjoyed her time at Fairfield University
very much.
"I was so honored to be asked to come back. In
every lecture, I try to use a balance of facts, discussion
and humor," DiMuzio said.
Students reacted positively to the program. Henry
DeMaso '14 described the session as "informative" yet
"lighthearted."
Resident Assistant Mary DiPastina '12 agreed.
"It gave residents a way to talk openly about sex and
relationships in a comfortable setting," she said.

Kairos

CONTINUED FROM PAGE

1

of humanity.' It means something different to each person
that attends, but is an experience that stays with many
long after the retreat ends."
Campus Ministry and the student coordinators
for Kairos are trying to put an end to the preconceived
notion that Kairos is an exclusive, secretive retreat for only
the deeply religious. They want to spread the word that
Kairos is a retreat for open-minded students looking to
engage in a weekend-long self and spiritual discovery.
At Fairfield, interest in Kairos has generally always
been high. Each retreat attracts about thirty-five participants and is run entirely by their fellow students.
"My main responsibility in putting on a Kairos
retreat is facilitating the student leaders," said Donohue.
"Students have ownership over the experience. I think that
helps it to have special resonance with other students. It's
one of the reasons I think individuals have such a powerful experience on the retreat."
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In Other News: Briefs to Read to Stay Informed
USA

World

The Associated Press reported that CBS
News correspondent Lara Logan is back
in the United States and recovering in a
hospital after a sexual attacks and beatings
she suffered after being separated from her
crew in Cairo.
CBS called the attack, "a brutal and
sustained sexual assault and beating." The
network reports that she was saved by a
group of women and an estimated 20 Egyptian soldiers.
AP reports that the attack on CBS News'
chief foreign affairs correspondent was one
of at least 140 attacks on reporters. She was
separated from her crew on Friday in Tahrir
Square after Hosni Mubarak stepped down,
and reunited on Saturday.

The Associated Press reported that
Italy's premier was indicted in a prostitution
probe. 74-year-old Silvio Berlusconi was ordered to stand trial for his involvment with a
17-year-old Moroccan girl.
Berlusconi has called the allegations
"groundless" and dismessed the case as
a "farce." this is not the first time he has
been caught in a scandal involving a young
woman.
On April 6 the trial will begin, and a
panel of three female judges will preside.
The indictment alleges Berlusconi paid for
sex with the Moroccan girl and then used
his political power to get her released from
police when she was facing charges of theft.
Both parties are denying any sexual
encounter took place, but he did give her
$9,000 on the night that they met, and later
lavish jewlery.

The Associated Press reports that congresswoman Gabrielle Giffords is walking
while holding onto a cart, mouthing the
lyrics to songs and having simpe conversations.
The New York Times reported that
Giffords is relearning how to speak through
mouthing song lyrics to Twinkle, Twinkle,
Little Star and Happy Birthday to You.
NYTimes also reported that she spoke to her
brother-in-law Scott Kelly on the telephone
and said, "Hi, I'm good."
Her husband told AP that Giffords is
trying so hard that her speech therapist is
asking her to slow down to ensure that she
hears the question before giving the answer.
"She's a hard worker, and she's trying.
She's speaking a lot, and at some level they'
are asking her to slow down a bit," he told
NBC anchor Brian Williams.

The Associated Press reported that the
long banned Muslim Brotherhood will form
a political party once democracy is established in Egypt. It also promised that it will
not field a candidate for presidency.
Egpytian military rulers reportedly
acknowledge that the Brotherhood can no
longer be banned from politics.
Many in Egypt contend that the
Brotherhood's stregnth is exaggerated. "If
the freedom to create political parties is
seriously allowed, the Muslim Brotherhood
will be part of the scene, but just not all
the scene as they were in the past regime,"
Ammar Ali Hassan, ah Egyptian expert on
Islamic movements told the AP. President
Obama also discredited the party's power,
calling it, "one faction in Egypt."

Gossip!
TMZ is reporting that "Malcom in the
Middle" star Frankie Muniz landed him in a
situation forcing his rep to release a statement saying, "Frankie and Elycia had an
argument a few days ago. The police were
called to the residence."
"A gun played no part in the argument
and was voluntarily given to the police for
safekeeping. There were no bruises and neither left the residence. He was not suicidal.
She was not assaulted." However this statement is does not match either Muniz's story
or Elycia's from yesterday.
Elycia told cops that they were arguing
and that Muniz "grabbed a gun and held it to
his head, possibly with the intent of committing suicide." Muniz claimed the gun wasn't
loaded, the cops said it was.
The New York Post reported that Billy
Ray Cyrus has come out blaming Disney for
Miley Cyrus' issues and his own. "The damn
show destroyed my family," he said referring
to the Disney hit show "Hanna Montana."
In an interview with GQ Cyrus said he
wishes he could take back being involved
with "Hannah Montana," and accused Miley's "handlers," for going to far to promote
her. That includes seductive photos on the
internet, pole-dancing at the Teen Choice
Awards and posing for Vanity Fair draped in
a sheet.
"I'm scared for her. She's got a lot of
people around her that's putting her in a
great deal of danger. I want to get her sheltered from the storm." As far as the photos of
Miley smoking the legal herb salvia, Cyrus
told GQ that her handlers told him it was
"none of my business."
-TMZ & New York Post

College
Kansas State University is partnering
with Help Us Learn...Give Us Hope to donate
approximately 10,000 textbooks to Basrah
University in Basra, Iraq, reported The Kansas
State Collegian.
The university has m ade this practice into
a tradition, improving the turnout each year.
University of Missouri's newspaper, "The
Maneater," ran an article that said deans across
the country are protesting a change in the U.S.
News and World Report's ranking system for
schools of education.
When schools do not respond to researchers, they face the possibility of being
listed as, "failing to meet education standards."
The report is cosponsored by the U.S. News
and World Report and National Council on
Teacher Quality.
The letter protesting the change implemented by U.S. News and World Report Editor
Brian Kelly was signed by 37 different education officials from 36 education institutions.
The Minnesota Daily of University of Minnesota is reporting that undergraduates at the
University of Minnesota may have to pay more
depending on their selected majors.
Provost Tom Sullivan told the Minnesota
Daily, "if you have the same tuition for all undergraduates, then you run into a real problem
of 'How do we pay for extra costs associated
with different colleges?'"
The University is working to simplify
the list of over 2,000 different types of fees
undergraduates maybe subject to, considering
many of them are similar. Students reportedly
pay thousands of dollars in fees annually, but
many gloss over the details when tracking their
finances.
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Happy to be Housed
on Campus
Boston College has 29. Scranton University has 25.
Now, we have 11. That's the number of residence halls
that will be available for students to live in come Fall of
this year.
If the new residence halls are a symbol of anything, it is the upward progress Fairfield University
has been making in the past few years. From the
new Jesuit Residence, indoor storage and racks for
bicycles, to the living and learning communities and
the Bellarmine Art Museum Fairfield's status is growing toward a top university.
A memorable part of the college experience
is living in a residence hall. Although dorm life is
strange and can be uncomfortable at times, it is still
an important part of the college experience. The addition of two impressive halls and the renovation of
the long-time 'haunted hall' are much appreciated by
the student body.
Housing has been, and most likely to continues to
be, a dramatic and exhausting process for both sides.
Students stress, complain and cry over roommate situations, the lottery process, and the reorganization of
both when their first choice is not provided. Residence
Life tries to accommodate everyone while striving to
please most. Each year we see the two parties clash,
causing raised voices and columns written that don't
always reflect the best characteristics of the Stag.
According to Fairfield's website, the last time a residence was constructed was the current Village Apartments in 2000. Over a decade later, the new residences
are more than welcome, especially to students who are
living in forced triples. The orange Formica countertops in Claver and worn walls of Jogues become less
appealing every year and there is now more to look
forward to than having a single room in an apartment.
Although many seniors strive to live off campus
at the Beach, there are many advantages to living on
campus, and it's clear that ResLife is trying to make that
happen for more students. Being near class buildings and the Library allows students to roll out of bed
and get to class more easily, not to mention saving
gas money for your car. Utilities are included in your
tuition, and if the pipes freeze or the lights go out you
can be sure the University will be on it, without having
to call a landlord or waiting weeks for a plumber.
There will always be seniors who live at the Beach,
so our beloved traditions will never die out, but we can
appreciate having more attractive on campus options.
Listening to (some of) our requests is all we can ask for
with a $50,000 check.

According to a new study, college students don't learn anything thefirst two years ofschool. See thefull story on pg. 6.
Have an opinion? Send it to opinion@fairfieldmirror.com.

Media Matters
BY JOHN DRISCOLL
CONTRIBUTING WRITER

The news media, just like other television, is a product that
can only exist when people like us watch it (and presumably
the ads that go along with it). We assume that people feed us
information about our world accurately, and objectively portray the situations we see on TV. When done well and carefully,
journalism can show things truthfully (or some semblance of
truth). The problems often lie in the reactions from the viewers,
which more often than not are completely predictable.
During the recent situation in Egypt, giant masses of
people have protested against former President Mubarak after
his 30-year presidency. When Anderson Cooper attempted to
reach and interview pro-Mubarak supporters, he and his crew
were attacked, resulting with him receiving ten punches to
the head. Upon returning to the United States, a big deal was
made about how the "thugs" behaved barbarically, and that
this is just another reason that Mubarak's regime was oppressive and evil.
It is currently the choice of the media to go where it
pleases, and to broadcast its news stories to the people. This is
all fine and dandy, except for the fact that the opinions of the
press always seep into the message that they relays, and thus
affects the manner in which the public will view the issue. The
reverse is also true; the press may word their stories in a certain
way in order to keep people watching. In Cooper's appearance
on David Letterman, he mentioned how it was his responsibility to get both sides of the story, but the Mubarak supporters
prevented him from doing that. What better way to keep people
from seeing both sides, than to make it look as if you tried open

Cheap Chocolate
Although there's nothing better than
indulging in chocolate on Valentine's
Day, buying all the leftover chocolate
for half price the next day comes in a
close second. Chocolate AND a good
sale? There's nothing better!

Dining Hall Hours

EpWN

We've said it before and we'll say it
again, 7:30 p.m. is too early for the dining hall to close. Especially since it's
more like 7 p.m. since the staff starts
cleaning up and putting food away
early. And no hot food until 11 a.m.
on weekends? Even if you're not a
morning person, by the time you finish
breakfast, half your day is gone!

communication, and it was denied to you?
The United States and other Western Governments were
conflicted with how to proceed during this crisis, especially
with the fear that the collective interests of the people of Egypt
would contradict those of Westerners. Had the interests of the
media contradicted the interests of our government, as they
did during the Vietnam War, the situation could have become
complicated. There seems to be some unwritten rule that
"the people have a right to know," but what we often do not
consider is that the jobs with which government is tasked, are
exponentially more difficult than the ever-honorable quest for
finding the truth. Even Egypt for example: since its population exploded, and millions of people are living along the Nile,
which is the most hospitable area of the country, many have
been living off of government subsidies.
Much like enthusiasm for President Obama and his message of "Hope" subsided after people realized they were still
going to have to be competent in order to succeed, or that the
war would still go on, many Egyptians will have to face the
reality that just because they protested for an end to Mubarak's dictatorship, their problems will not be instantly solved.
Whether constricting the media would make things easier for
people and for governments in the long run is rather irrelevant.
It is unlikely that people would allow it, much in the same way
people were fed up with Mubarak's regime. Some have predicted that more countries will follow Egypt's example.
People, whether they be Americans, Europeans, Arabs,
protestors, or consumers of media, are often like children who
would prefer dessert to broccoli. No matter where the media
goes, the real truth will be elusive, hiding until it is ready to
intervene.

NOTABLE AND QUOTABLE
"Control-x, control-c and control-v have shortcircuited the intellectual enterprise dramatically."
- Professor Phillip Eliasoph, PH.D, on students becoming
academically adrift
(see more on pg. 6)

THE MIRROR welcomes the opinions
and contributions of its readers:
Letters to the editor must be timely and submitted in person at BCC104, or by email at opiruon@fairfieldrnirror.com
All letters to the editor that are appropriate will be published either in print or on www.fairfieldrnuTor.com
The Mirror reserves the right to edit letters and articles for content, length and grammatical error. Letters should be
free of obscenities and personal attacks, and should contain correct and factual information.
Letters should not exceed 500 words.

Page 10

THE MIRROR | Week of Feb. 16, 2011

Opinion

I Go to Fairfield
Because...
BY VINCENT FERRER
CARTOONIST

You are a high school senior, knee deep in
second semester and every day growing more
apathetic. You earned your spot for next fall at
Fairfield, bought that hoodie during your visit,
and are anxious for all that awaits.
So what exactly awaits?
You know some cool kids who go there. They
tell you that the food is average, the dorms are
cramped, and registering for classes is about as
fun as putting your hand in a mousetrap.
But then they tell you about the great times
they had - the parties, the campus events, and
great friends they've made. They tell you how
you couldn't hear someone two feet away from
you at Prez Ball because it was so packed. They
~tell you how "the Red Sea" has finally stopped
receding and is finally on the up and up. They
tell you how there is enough free food and tshirts dished out at the hundreds of on-campus
programs to appease a small country.
Then they start telling you about the legends: the glory that was All Hallows Eve (if they

Mirror File Photos

can remember), how "Fairfield red" suddenly
becomes green for St. Patty's Day, the sacred
off-campus realm known as "the Beach," the May
Day outdoor festival, how everyone gets arrested
at Jail N' Bail, and about something that used to
be called Spam Jam? They are not sure, but they
do know it was the greatest.
By now you are pretty enthused. But you'd
like to hear a bit more. So they tell you about the

plethora of smokeshows who call
campus home.
They tell you
about how Justin
Long's dad is a
professor here, how
John Mayer used to
live in the area, and
how Bill Murray's son
graduated from here
(it's true.)
They tell you
about the core,
how it's a challenge to complete
but a great way
to meet new
people and be
introduced to
new ideas
they might '
not have.
They tell you
that there really is no reason to "Fear the Deer"
because the majority of people here are nice,
welcoming and always ready for a good time.
The school is a safe place, they tell you. You
can put your things down at a table in the dining hall and not have to worry about it getting
stolen.
You talk to some alums, seasoned veterans
of the college life. They tell you, like a fine wine,
the college experience only gets better with age;
more doors open, more opportunities unfold,
and good friends become great ones. They tell
you about an internship which really helped give
them some perspective, the campus program/
organization they took part in and learned more
from than any class, the trips to NYC or New
Haven that they took, and the many senior traditions that still stand to this day. They want to be
you, to go back and relive it again.
You ask for some guidance, a helpful piece of
advice. They tell you, plain and simple: Do it all.
Don't miss a day. Sleep when you're dead. If you
can't find something to do, you aren't trying hard
enough. It goes by fast, so enjoy your time and
do what makes you happy. Take the time to meet
people and learn their story because the greatest
thing here is the community.

—LETTER TO THE EDITOR—

Muniz Will Deliver
To the Editor:
I would like to take this opportunity to respond to the editorial opinion article, State of the
University Address. As stated in the United States
Constitution, everyone is entided to freedom of
speech and their own opinion. There are a few
topics that I would like to comment on as there
are always two sides to a story.
In previous years, the State of the University
Address is an event that normally took place
in the middle or towards the end of the spring
semester. I want to clarify that I am "not exempt"
from this obligation.
In fact, the State of the University Address
will be held on Tuesday March 1st in the lower
level of the campus center. This event is open to
the public and will cover the overarching initiatives and goals that FUSA has worked on. There
will also be remarks made on the future of the
organization as there is currently a Constitutional
Convention making changes to improve the
organization.
In regards to the recent resignations comment that was brought up, there has only been

one resignation in FUSA for the past two months.
After reviewing all of the students who resigned, it
was not because of any internal problems within
FUSA, but rather other commitments and priorities that wouldn't have allowed them to continue
fulfilling their roles and responsibilities.
After getting feedback in regards to the editorial opinion, from students around campus, I
want to let everyone know that neither I nor any
other official in FUSA is hiding or being untruthful about the work that we are doing to improve
the Fairfield experience for all students.
I look forward to your presence on March
1st at 7:30pm, and if you have any ideas or suggestions on how FUSA can improve, feel free to
contact me or anyone within the organization.

Give Me a Seat,
Or Give Me My
Money Back
BY DANICA CEBALLOS
CONTRIBUTING WRITER

When choosing a college, one of the first considerations is
whether to go to a private or public school. By choosing a private
school like Fairfield, students understand that they will be paying
a higher tuition in exchange for certain benefits, some of which are
smaller class sizes and closer relationships with professors. The most
basic of these benefits should be having a desk to sit at while in class.
Fairfield University's student-to-faculty ratio is currendy 12 to
1. In most classes, students are able to participate in class and speak
one-on-one with professors. However, some classes enroll more
students than classrooms can accommodate and, in doing so, adversely affect the student-teacher ratio. With Fairfield's annual tuition
exceeding $50,000, students expect an available seat in the classroom
and do not anticipate having to worry about being in class ten minutes early or risk not having a desk to write on; this, however, is not
always the case. I would like for the material being taught in the class
to be my greatest challenge, whereas securing a seat and interacting
with professors would be a given.
Because of the high demand for certain core classes, many
classes contain over 30 students. Whilefthis class size is small compared to most public universities, not all of the classrooms at Fairfield
are built for over 30 students. Desks are crammed together, making
for less-than-ideal situations, not to mention a fire hazard.
In addition, with the number of enrolled students reaching into
the mid-30s, students are not guaranteed the same amount of attention that they would receive if fewer students were in the class. This
problem can create setbacks, especially in core classes. Core classes,
which by definition are mandatory, may be more difficult for students
to master because they do not necessarily reflect students' interests.
This difficulty can be compounded by the negative aspects of larger
class sizes. If students cannot gain the confidence to pursue their academic career in the first few semesters of college, they may be more
prone to losing their drive and determination to make it through the
core classes and be able to succeed in the field they are truly interested in.
Many professors assign grades based on participation. When
class sizes reach a certain point, it becomes difficult for quieter
students to assert themselves and get credit for speaking. If the class
becomes too large, it is easier for a small group of outgoing students
to takeover and dominate class discussions. It is easier for students
to become intimidated with larger classes, keeping in mind that they
chose a smaller institution to avoid this very problem. Small classes
create a community environment for students.
Studies show that students that sit in the front of the classroom
receive better grades. With larger classes, it is more likely for students
to be placed further back or to not have the opportunity to sit in the
front. Furthermore, as class size exceeds 20 students, the quality of
learning is hindered.
As a student at Fairfield University, I am determined to learn all
that I can and take advantage of all the opportunities the university
has to offer. Larger classes hinder this effort. The number of students
permitted in a class should be more stricdy limited. In addition,
because of the high demand for certain classes, there should be more
sections offered to accommodate students and maximize learning.
Fairfield University provides the necessary tools for success, but the
distribution of these tools should be more carefully monitored to allow for a higher outcome of success.
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Best regards,
Eddie Muniz' 11
FUSA President

Illustration by Tebben Lopez/The Mirror
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No one knows cold until they've lost their home,
until they've lost the hope of an alternative for
their situation - that is a cold beyond belief.
Prologue:
Two years ago (sophomore year) I
took a literaryjournalism course that
would change my lifeforever. Originally
the assignment that I chose was to go
to Brigdgeport and spend the night
as a homeless man in a shelter, talk
to some of the residents and get their
stories. What actually happened was
much, much different. As an expose on
homelessness, this piecefails miserably
but it's in thisfailure that I got a glimpse
of how difficult life is when you have
nothing. Some may wonder why two
years later I chose to run this piece, the
reason is that prior to The Vine there
was no outlet for literaryjournalism on
campus and I was shamefully too lazy
to post it online. In part it's becuse this
piece is a deeply personal part of me and
it's only until now that I feel like sharing
it with the world. To those who question
the timing of this piece and wonder why
it didn 't run during Fairfield's Homeless
Village my response is that homelessness
doesn 't last a week, it doesn 't end when
we clean up the cardboard boxes, it
happens every day to millions ofpeople
around the world day in and day out. It's
to these people that I dedicate this piece
and I hope they can forgive mefor my
shortcomings.
Steve and I get into the car with
Bright Eyes and I almost s**t
myself. I'm actually going
through with this.
"Do we look homeless?" I ask
Bright Eyes.
"Are you kidding me?" He
glances over my outfit for less than a
second. "Hell no."
This is very reassuring.
"What? Why not? What's missing?"
"Dirt" he replies, "You guys are
too clean; you should roll around on
the ground for a while or something."
I've been building myself up for
this moment all day and I'm not about to
get out of the car and roll around in the
dirt because I know if I get out of the car I won't be getting
back in.
"F**k it, let's go," Steve says. He giggles in the backseat
like a litde kid who just found out he gets a peek at his
Christmas presents early. I'm wondering why my heart isn't
pounding in my chest. Maybe it's because in my head this
still doesn't feel real. Yeah, that's it.
We pull off campus and head towards Bridgeport.
Bright Eyes has an Audi station wagon. This is ridiculous,
we can't be rolling into the ghetto like this, but we don't
have a choice; Bright Eyes is the only one free on a Wednesday night crazy enough to drive us into the inner city of
Bridgeport. On the way there he's telling us about what he's
going to be doing for Thanksgiving break. Hawaii, he says.
He's spending Saturday to Saturday in Hawaii. Poor kid, I
envy this b*****d deeply but he has a good heart. He didn't
once hesitate when I told him where we were going.
He doesn't know how to get to the shelter so he's using
the navigation system to find it. He keeps looking at it to
type in the location. I swear we're going to get into a car
accident. What a sheltered life we lead, using a navigation
system in a fancy car to find the homeless shelter. I weep
for my generation.
As we leave the comfort of Fairfield, things start looking real trashy. Liquor store, liquor store, deli, liquor store
- it's somewhere along the lines where Post road turns into
Fairfield Ave when everything just gets so trashy. Good, I'm
thinking to myself, we're really going to get the 'real' experience. Oh, how stupid we were, we had no f**king idea what

This is me, and this is my story.

we were getting ourselves into.
"I can't find Washington Ave," Bright Eyes says.
"Turn left" the navigation system tells him.
What the f**k? This car talks? I don't question it. This
car is nicer than I thought and I thought this was pretty
damn nice car to begin with. This realization only makes
me more worried about what will happen to us when we
get to the inner city and people see us walk out of it dressed
like bums; they're not stupid, they'll know what we're up to.
I was wrong, no one gave a s**t. As we get closer to Washington Ave we see more liquor stores than delis.
"Maybe I should buy you guys some booze, you know,
something to get you through the night," Bright Eyes says.
He looks at me. "You guys got any money?"
"Nope, we left our wallets and s**t back on campus.
I got my cell phone hidden in case of an emergency, my
Stagcard to ID me with and two wrinkled-up old dollars in
my pocket."
"I'll see what I can do."
"Prepare for arrival at destination," the robot woman
says to us.
We just passed a liquor store but we're going to find
another. Bright Eyes drives past them - the street and the
store - and we find a package store at the end of the street.
We scrape the car for loose change and find around six
dollars.
This isn't going to get us s**t.
After the Indian guys kick me and Steve out of the
store, we go back to the car.

"I have to have more money in
my car," he says confidendy.
With a flashlight we tear apart
the car. Lo and behold, Bright Eyes
finds a ten dollar bill in the crack
next to the driver's seat. He marches
back into the liquor store and comes
out two minutes later with a bottle
wrapped in a brown paper bag.
"Here you go gentlemen, the
finest liquor sixteen dollars can
buy." He hands me the botde and I
pull down the bag to see what it is.
"Brandy?"
"Yes sir." ■
Dear Lord. What a vile and
disgusting creation brandy is. It
tastes like s**t and makes you feel
even worse - but we didn't know
that then.
We were fools.
Alcohol in hand, I'm anxious
to get out of the car. Bright Eyes just
looks nervous.
"You sure you guys are going to
be ok?"
"Yeah dude, we'll be fine, don't
worry about it."
He casually changes the subject, asking, "So, how do I get back
onto 95?"
"How the hell should I know?
You're asking the kid from California for directions in Connecticut."
This doesn't seem to mean anything
to him. I think for minute, then
say, "Well, I guess just keep going
straight on this street... it looks like
it's heading in that direction."
I'm wondering why he doesn't
just use his f**king GPS device built
into his car. Poor b*****d probably
doesn't want to feel responsible for
anyone's death. After a couple handshakes for good luck, all we see are
his taillights as he heads back to the
safety and comfort of his own room
and bed, things that will be luxuries
to us tonight.
Steve and I start to walk down
the street. F**k, its cold. We wouldn't
realize it until after we'd come back
to campus and checked the weather
reports, but that night the temperature
would drop to the low twenties. Some
people think they know cold because they've grown up
around it; I respectfully say f**k that. No one knows cold
until they've lost their home, until they've lost the hope
of an alternative for their situation - that is a cold beyond
belief.
"F**k, dude, it's f**king freezing out here," Steve giggles
again. It's easy for him to laugh, he's wearing my thick
green plaid jacket with more than four different layers of
clothing underneath it. The cold is starting to gnaw at the
hand holding the botde; primarily at the fingertips that
are left uncovered by my so-called bum gloves. I no longer
have any idea why any homeless person would wear gloves
that would leave their fingers exposed to frost bite. Steve is
wearing my other pair of gloves, the kind with tips, but he's
only sticking his hands in his pockets. We trade. It doesn't
make much of a difference.
If we don't find a place to stay soon, my fingertips are
going to be the least of our problems.
Before he had left, Bright Eyes had joked about how
we would need to find a place to stoop so that we would be
able to drink our booze. As more cops start passing, I start
thinking that maybe that isn't such a bad idea after all.
"Hurry! Cross," I shout to Steve as I run across the
street to the other darker and less visible side of the street.
Behind one of the houses we find a large steel container,
like the kind you see on cargo ships, placed behind the
building. Seeing it as a sign, we stoop behind it and start
the first of a long list of mistakes of the night.
I take a swig then pass it to Steve. S**t's strong and
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rough going down but we don't give a P'k. You do the
Pause.
who had a place for me in their homes, regardless of what
most with what you can with what you've got and we have
"Wait."
they had going on in their lives - those were the friends
nothing but pain and liquor. Steve drinks the brandy like its
Pause.
I needed to keep. I'm telling Steve how these days I can
water.
"Is he still looking?"
count all of my true friends on one hand. I've never been so
"I wish it were that easy," I think to myself as I take
"Nah."
open with anyone in my life.
another swig.
"Alright - let's go."
All of this is hitting me hard, the alcohol is filling my
Cop car. We penetrate deeper into the shadow of the
We slip past the gate and make ourselves familiar with
tongue with lead and before I know it I can't spit out the
steel container to keep from getting noticed. That's the third this abandoned house. I don't even try to open the front
words in my head. My rambles on rebellion turn into slurs
one I've seen tonight. I'm starting to get uncomfortable bedoor; we head straight for the back.
of salvation. I talk about the loneliness of existence, he
ing so exposed with a bottle of liquor.
"Dude I gotta take a piss," I tell Steve as I find a suitable
preaches nirvana. To hell with nirvana, to hell with medita"Yo, dude, let's find another place to keep drinking,
spot. "Dude, we have to avoid peeing in places where we
tion, I need to feel the pain inside so bad. I need to feel
this spot's getting mad sketchy," I say to Steve.
may end up sleeping," I say to him, and Steve laughs with
alive.
"Yeah dude, that's what I was gonna start saying,
me.
After what feels like an eternity of praying to our idol
there's so many cop cars that keep driving by... you know
This house is two stories tall and used to be white at
god the brandy bottle, I shake it to see how much is left.
what I mean?"
one point. The backyard consists of a driveway made of
Two thirds of the bottle are gone - not bad for two guys of
I'm glad he agrees.
asphalt and not much else. The fence surrounding it is too
5'8" and 5'6" stature.
I look back at him and say, "Yeah, and I really don't
low to hide us from prying eyes but I'm guessing this isn't
I look at Steve with a smile. I'm feeling fantastic. "Let's
feel like getting caught with this s**t, but even so what
the first time a homeless person has found this place. There
scope this place out a bit," I say to him.
would they do to us if they did? Ask us for
"Alright."
ID? I'd be like 'dude, I'm f**king homeless,
Just past the place where I peed there
of course I ain't got no ID,' but then again
seems to be a small slant of dirt leading
he'd probably just take us in for loitering."
towards a door that's been broken near
There's no way to win.
the handle, a hole just big enough to stick
"Yeah I know what you mean," Steve
my hand into. I stick my hand in not know
agrees. Steve always knows what I mean.
what might be on the other side - almost
We keep walking down the poorly dim
unwittingly my curiosity takes over my self
street. It looks like at one point this used
preservation instincts. I turn the handle
to be a nice neighborhood; all the houses
on the other side but the door won't open.
are two stories tall with a Victorian-esque
I try harder.
architecture remiscent of a time when the
Nothing happens. It seems to be
people who lived in them had the means
jammed on something. I look inside the
to keep these homes looking nice. Now
hole. The door leads into a space similar
Cadillacs litter the street alongside the beat
to that of a cellar. Just visible by cell phone
up old cars and chain link fences; motionlight, I see a large metal table propped up
sensor lights chase our shadows away with
against the door to keep intruders out.
every move we make. A Hispanic woman
I think to myself that if the person who
steps outside of her house as she shouts
made the hole in the door gave up after
to someone inside. She's going to throw
seeing the table then maybe I should do
out the trash but pauses as she sees us; I
the same.
can feel her eyes follow us in silence as we
"Anything?" Steve asks.
walk past her home. She doesn't move until
"Nah dude, door's jammed shut by
we're far enough away from her that she
some table on the other side and I'm way
could run back inside before we had time to
too f**king cold and drunk to waste my
reach her, if she had to.
time on that f**king door."
"So this is how it is," I think to myself. I
"Oh alright," he says. He sounds a
can't say I blame her mistrust -1 just never
little disappointed.
"Dude are you drunk yet?" I ask him.
thought I'd be the one getting this kind of
"Kinda," he says to me.
treatment.
"Because I am feeling fantastic!" I
We get to the end of the road and reach
reply excitedly. Oh, I had no clue what was
the juxtaposing street.
in store for us. And without much more
"Which way should we go?" Steve asks.
said between the two of us, Steve and I
"F**k it, let's make a left," I say, we
made our way to find the shelter.
make our way deeper into the ghettoes. The
"Do you know which way you're goonly thing lighting the streets are the signs
ing?" Steve asks me.
from the businesses. Everything is made out
"I'm nottttt a hundred perccccent
of bricks, there's trash on the streets, and
shuuuuurrrrrrrre
but I tMnnkkkkkkkkkk
hardly anybody's outside.
it's
thissssssss
wayyyyy,"
I say. F**k. I'm
"Check that one out," Steve says, pointdrunk.
"s******ttt
duuude,
I'm ssssstartin
ing to the barbershop to the left of us; the
to sssslllurrrr my wordsss."
sign says that the barbershop also doubles
"Yeah, man, maybe you should take it
as a repair shop and TV installation store.
easy and let me do the talking."
"Is there anything they don't do?" I
We keep walking down the street, a
The house of the Lord is open to all except the homeless at night.
laugh. The poor people must be trying to
pair of idiots heading towards unknown
make ends meet any way they can. I start to
disaster. At the end of the street I begin to forget
pay closer attention to all of the business signs.
the way. Fortunately, I see a Hispanic man and decide to
are steps leading up a locked back door covered in shatThere are a lot of delis and liquor stores. I notice how one
ask him for directions. Steve won't let me, telling me I'm
tered glass. I brush the shards away and take a seat. Steve
of the signs used to say that they accepted credit cards but
too drunk to make any sense.
stands instead. By now the cold of the night is biting hard,
now the words have been scratched out. Every one of the
Steve asks, "Hey, do you know the way to the homeless
sinking its teeth deep into my bones, devouring my feet and
stores here accepts food stamps and we think it's funny. I'll
shelter?"
my hands, licking my face and neck before plunging into
never laugh at that again.
The man stares at him confused.
my veins; there it would stay for days after.
Every so often Steve and I stop in the shadow of a car
"Do you know the way to the shelter?" Steve repeats.
By
this
point,
Steve
and
I
have
made
some
progress
or large object and take swigs from the botde.
"I no speakie eeenglish," the man replies in a thick
with
our
bottle
but
now
we
huddle
around
it
like
a
fire.
We
"Dude, I'm still not feeling s**t," Steve says to me, his
Hispanic
accent.
pray for warmth with every sip that moves past our lips and
voice revealing his frustration.
"Hablas
espanol?" I interrupt.
enters our mouths but the brandy is an idol god. I push the
"Yeah me neither...my lips are getting numb though."
"Si,"
he
responds.
disgust into the back of the mind as I hold the false promise
"Let's find a legit place to stoop and enjoy our fine
"Sabes como llegar al...." I say, my words trailing off.
that we will forget the cold with more alcohol. But it tricked
refreshment," Steve says, laughing again.
I forget the word for shelter in Spanish and instantly I
me, that vile disgusting drink tricked me. This was not our
"Yeah, that sounds good."
become ashamed of how I've slowly begun to lose my first
salvation from cold! No, this was to be my damnation! The
But where to go? All the houses are so dark; we don't
language and native tongue. I finally just say, "shelter."
source of my torment and lamentation! Vile! Vile! Vile!
know what's abandoned and what's not. The longer we
"Si," he responds to me. He gives me a series of direcNever again!
walk the less I start to care. There's a house up ahead with
tions which I quickly forget as soon as he's out of eyesight.
Between the black mass and wake, Steve and I share
all of the lights out and the gate to the backyard has been
"Do you know how to get there now?" Steve asks.
our philosophies of life; he talks about Buddhism and
left open.
"Well kinda now... we have to go this way." I make a left
Daoism and of his salvation. I listen intently sharing my
"This thing has to be abandoned," I say to Steve, pointand keep going. "He said we'd hit it if we just kept going this
own stories and philosophies. He tells me how everyone
ing at the house.
way."
takes this life for granted. I concur. Our words dance on the
"You think so?"
Normally it's a bad idea to roam the streets at night,
smoke that escapes our mouths; with every word we speak
"Yeah dude, who the f**k leaves their s**t open
but
on
this occasion we're so f**ked up in our heads from
clouds
form.
It's
so
cold
its
scarring
my
bones.
Steve
talks
around here?"
all
the
booze
that we are no longer outsiders in this area.
about
the
times
he
used
to
run
away
from
home
and
sleep
Good point.
We
understand
perfecdy what the druggies and crackin
the
woods
near
his
house
in
a
sleeping
bag,
all
by
choice
There's a man across the street going back inside his
heads
mean
because
we are now at their level of insanity.
and
during
the
summer.
He
tells
me
how
nothing
compares
house after saying good-bye to whomever had been visiting
It's
as
if
for
this
one
night
the frequency of our minds has
to
this
experience
tonight.
I
tell
him
about
the
days
my
dad
that is now driving away. He stops and eyes us suspiciously.
been
tuned
to
match
that
of the slums where our feet now
used to throw me out of the house. How it was days like
Steve and I try to be as inconspicuous as possible.
walk.
The
streetlights
create
a fog of light in contrast to
those that showed me who my true friends were. The ones
"Wait."
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God only knows what they might have done to us
if they knew that we were college students from
Fairfield playing make-believe in their reality.
these buildings that have all put out their own lights. I point
out a hole in a chain link fence that leads to a small clearing
- a meadow scattered with junk.
"That might be the place where we'll need to sleep if
we can't find anything or get into a shelter," I say.
Steve laughs. He doesn't believe me.
Walk, walk, walk - it seems like all we do is walk now.
"Is that it up ahead?" he asks me.
We get closer.
"Nope." None of these buildings are the shelter. "We
have to be getting closer," I say to him. Failure after failure,
I start to lose hope. This can't be happening to me, this
wasn't part of the plan, I was never supposed to actually
end up homeless; I was supposed to find a shelter and
spend the night there, not on the streets.
We see a church up ahead and head towards it.
As we get closer, a black man exits and makes his way down
the adjacent street at an alarmingly fast pace.
"HEY, EXCUSE ME!" I yell to him.
Steve freaks out. "Let me talk to him," he quickly interrupts.
The guy slows down enough for us to stumble up to

street. F**k. Now what are we supposed to do? This was our
only option. Steve knows we're f**ked too. This time there's
no nice black guy ready to take us to another homeless
shelter. We don't know where the next homeless shelter is.
How does anybody?
"We could try a church" he suggests. "Do you think
they'll be open?"
"I don't know about that but I know that sometimes
they do leave tool sheds and places like that open for
people who don't have a home or a place to go, you know?"
It makes sense, and I remember passing at least three
churches on our way to the shelter. At least one of them has
to have something open for us. All hope is not lost... yet.
We finally arrive at a church.
"Locked!" Steve exclaims.
"Both doors?"
"Yeah," he yells back to me.
I check the side doors without a different result. "You
have got to be kidding me! I thought this was supposed
to be the church of f**king God! Who are they to lock the
doors on those who need help? Hmm? What would Jesus
do, my ass! That's why I hate religion, it's so full of hypoc-

Bridgeport Rescue Mission: the homeless shelter that turned us down.

him.
"Hey, excuse me, you wouldn't happen to know where
the homeless shelter is, would you?" Steve asks.
"I sure do" he replies, "follow me." He bolts down the
street. He's walking way too fast; I don't know how Steve,
who is shorter than me, manages to keep up with him while
I'm a good ten to fifteen feet behind. Down the street we
go, faster and faster - every muscle in my body shakes and
my jaw rattles in my mouth as if it were loosely held there
by a single screw. I can't take it anymore. Steve is making
small talk with the guy but I'm too far away to hear what
they're saying. All I need to know is where the shelter is
and how long it will take before I can be warm again. After
what seems like an eternity of speed walking, we make it to
a homeless shelter that is surrounded by hedges. Steve and
I hide the bottle in the bushes lest the people working there
think we're drunks hoping to cause trouble. We thank the
man kindly for helping us find the shelter and he says good
bye as he hurriedly makes his way back home.
We knock on the door of the shelter; we can see figures
lying everywhere but we don't care, it looks more promising than the cold out here. A man answers the door.
"Hi, we're looking for a place to stay; do you guys have
any room left?"
"I'm sorry fellas, but we don't, this place filled up
hours ago."
F**k, f**k, f**k, f**k, f**k, no! That wasn't what you were
supposed to say, I think to myself. You were supposed to
say that it was ok, that you would rescue us from the cold
outside, not turn us away. This wasn't how the plan was
supposed to go.
"Oh ok, we understand," we say. It is all we can say to
him as we turn away from the door and head back to the

risy." I make no effort to hide just how furious I am.
We try the church across the street but it's the same
story there, all the doors are locked and there's nowhere for
us to go.
"F**K!!!!" I scream out to no one. No one cares, no one
listens, we have no one, nothing.
I pull out the bottle of brandy that has been tucked
safely away in my jacket, cradled by my arm as if it were a
small child of some sorts. I take a swig in hopes that it will
lay my worried mind to rest, I want to forget the cold but
nothing seems to be working.
Steve finds some spare change in his pockets from
earlier when we had ransacked the insides of Bright Eye's
car in search for booze money. He suggests that we head
back up the way of the shelter because there's a gas station
there and maybe he could buy some loose cigarettes. Only
Steve could think about smoking loosies at a time like this.
With nothing better to do, I stumble my way behind him
back up the street to the gas station and wait for him to get
what he wants. Moments later he walks out with his prize;
cigarettes.
Walking aimlessly in the direction of the churches on
our way back from the gas station, I look drunkenly to the
side and notice an elementary school. Maybe we could
sleep in the tunnel slide? We walk in to the playground. I
still have the bottle but hand it to Steve because gravity is
no longer pulling me down, it's pulling me back as if there
were a tornado up ahead.
I almost fall backwards. I hold onto the ground and try
to throw up to alleviate the symptoms but nothing seems to
be working. I feel like s**t. Steve goes to take a swig from the
bottle and lets it drop straight on the ground in front of him.
It shatters and I look up. He can't feel his fingers, even

in the gloves, so he had no idea that the bottle was falling
through until it hit the ground.
"F**k, I really didn't want to do that," he says, angry.
"Yeah, I know man, but maybe it's for the best."
"I really could have used another swig of that, ya know
what mean?" He's still mad.
"Yeah dude, I know, but I'm way too f**ked up and at
least now the temptation is gone." I can't believe I'm even
bothering to convince him.
"Yeah, that's true, but I still wanted just another swig
of that... I'm so pissed off with myself right now dude... like
you don't even know." The guy just won't let it go.
"Don't worry about it man."
"Yeah, but I can't - it's all over the ground," he laments.
"Well, f**k it then, you're homeless, drink it off the
ground."
"You think I should?" he asks me.
"I don't see why not."
And so we lose our humanity at that elementary
school. Steve gets on all fours and begins to sip the alcohol
off the frozen asphalt.
Just like an animal, I think to myself, look at what this
place has done to us in only a matter of hours in the cold
night. There are people who spend years like this and
here we are resorting to the level of the animals in less
than a day.
Steve rises from getting his fill of booze off the
ground. A piece of the shattered glass has dug into his
• top Up but he pulls it out effortlessly. Putting his hand
to the bleeding cut, he asks, "Is it bad?"
"Nah, you'll live," I tell him.
Now in addition to having nothing, we have no
alcohol and still no place to go. Things are starting to
look bleak.
So this is what hopelessness must feel like, I
tell myself, the sensation of truly having nothing, no
hope, no food, no idea of how we'll survive the night. I
wonder how it's possible that anybody can make it for
longer than a day out here. How cruel can we truly be
to allow people to live this way in our society? If we're
such an advanced society, I just can't understand why
this s**t happens. It doesn't make sense to me.
With the realization that if we sit and wait for the
morning to come we might not make it out alive, we
decide there has be a way out of this mess. Failure is not
an option. There has to be another shelter, there just
has to be.
And just like that, we go looking for something that
we can only hope exists. Down the street we've walked
down so many times already we drunkenly stumble up
to a deli where we see four black guys gathered around the
front counter. We go inside.
"Do you guys know where the nearest homeless shelter
is?" I ask.
"Yeah I do, but you're too late for that s**t, all the
places have already filled up," one man tells us.
F**k! Why does this happen to us?
"Well do you know any place where we can stay then?"
Steve asks the men.
Three of the men just stay silent, but one speaks up.
"You got any money?" he asks.
"Nah man, I'm homeless," I tell him.
"How'd a couple of white boys like you end up homeless?"
I don't know what to say. In the back of my mind I'm
thinking of a statistic I once read, about how about 30
percent of homeless youth in the city are homosexuals cast
out by their parents - but for some reason, at this moment,
I don't think it is the best idea to lie and tell them we're gay.
The last thing we need right now is a group of homophobes
kicking the s**t out of us.
"S**t happens," is all I end up saying to him.
"Dat's straight... you sure you ain't got nothin' on you,
though?" he asks me.
"Nah."
"Yo, but I got some cigarettes," says Steve.
A different member of the group of men in front of us
perks his ears. He asks, "how menee?"
"Four."
"Well, alright," he says. "Give us da cigarettes and we
jus might know uh place."
I look at Steve skeptically. He gives me one of those
'f**k it what do we have to lose?' looks and I just go with it.
Steve holds out the cigarettes. One of the guys takes
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them and starts to walk around the side of the deli; without
any questions, we follow him. He leads us to the house next
door with half of its side completely demolished; he takes
us through the front door, then through a long series of
twists and turns. I feel like a mouse in a maze.
I wonder what we have gotten ourselves into and if
we'll ever see the end but I'm too drunk to run, too drunk
to care. It doesn't make sense now to have trusted these
people as blindly as we did, but when you lose your mind
to a substance you upset the pattern, the frequency to
which your mind is attuned. Suddenly, you find yourself
in a different world that lives within the one you know.
Had we had acted like our normal selves, God only knows
what they might have done to us. if they knew that we were
college students from Fairfield playing make-believe in
their reality, I don't want to think about what could have
happened...but I'll never forget that this life we took on for
a night is someone's reality everyday all over the world.
Somehow, after we made our way through the maze,
we end up outside in what looks like some sort of backyard.
Trash and ruined bicycles litter the ground - everything is
broken. There are steps that lead to a door; this is where
he's taking us.
Maybe he's going to kill us. No, my drunk mind tells
me, what would be the point? I never thought that death
really had to have a point, but for some reason, this thought
is enough to appease me.
The stairs are missing steps, the wood has been ripped
off a couple of them, and I struggle against the broken
railing as my drunk staggering takes its toll. The man walks
in through the door and into a bare room. The floor is
wooden, as if this used to be a nice house. Lying on top of
the wooden panels is the most welcoming-looking, beaten,
and stained with God-knows-what mattress I've ever seen.
I don't care how many whores or crack heads have called
this bed their own for a night; tonight it is mine and I am
grateful. To the far side of the room there is a window; in
front of it is a broken mini-fridge with an empty bottle of
Jack sitting on its top. There's an empty closet with its doors
ripped off and that's about it for this room.
"Make sure you gone bah sun ryes cuz thas when da
landlawd come back and you don't wan uh be here when
he duz," the man says to us as he walks out of the room,
leaving us to our fate.

Steve and I aren't very talkative anymore. The night
has taken its toll on us and all we want to do is sleep and get
through this night alive. Steve gets the right side of the bed,
I get the left side; we both huddle into our respective fetal
positions as we try to cocoon ourselves in our warmth.
It's not working.
In my head I'm trying to think warm, think warm,
think warm, but it's just not working. I can't feel my feet,
the cold is chewing on my calves right now, and I want to
cry. To make matters worse, my head won't stop spinning.

Page 15
Please, I cry out to my body, just stop, just stop long
enough for me to get some sleep... that's the least you can
do. Please have mercy on me.
Nothing. My silent cries fall on deaf ears.
Slowly, my legs and Steve's legs have gotten closer. Finally, I can't take the cold anymore. I don't give a P*k how
gay this looks, I think to myself, and I turn around to face
him and lock my calves with his. If someone were looking
down from the ceiling, the shape we were making would
resemble a heart.

This is the place where we traded cigarettes for a place to stay.

I can't get it to sit still long enough to pass out, and even in
the darkness of closed eyes the room still seems to be spinning. I curse the man who created brandy.
The minutes seem to be passing like hours, and the
constant gnawing at my body by the cold and the spinning
in my head is keeping me awake. I'm exhausted and piss
drunk, yet somehow I can't pass out.

I squeeze my legs tight hoping that it will produce
heat but it doesn't work. My insomniadic eyes point to the
closet. I get an idea.
"Steve, get up," I say.
"What? What's going on?"
"I have an idea."
I pull the mattress off the ground and tell Steve to get
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in the closet. As we both huddle inside I use the mattress
as a door, hoping that the enclosed space will retain
more heat. Minutes of uncomfortable neck-cramping
positions pass. My head is throbbing. My throat hurts. I
feel sick.
"Yo, I can't do this man, I can't sleep like this, I'd
much rather have it out in the cold than be like this,
man," Steve says to me, his voice groggy.
I start to agree, my body is in so much pain. We take
the mattress and put it back on the ground. We both get
on it and that's when it hits me.
The nausea.
I stumble out the door without saying anything,
looking for a place to hurl. I look left, then right, then
left again. There, in the corner, I think to myself. I push
my hands against the corners of the wooden face and
unload the contents of my stomach onto the dirt ground.
Out it comes, all of it at once. It doesn't stop, it keeps
coming like an avalanche. My eyes are crying, my throat
is burning, and for some reason I can't hear out of my
right ear. There's a pause to breathe before I resume
puking.
After about three minutes of vomiting I head back
inside and I try to get some sleep but the world is still
spinning. Sure enough, about twenty minutes after, I
run out the door again. I grip the fence and repeat. Spit
dangles from my lips, freezing in the night air. I grip the
fence with hands I can't feel, I stand up on feet I can't
feel, teary eyed from the vomit. My whole body hurts
like it's never hurt before. The convulsions are tearing
up my back, my neck hurts from sleeping in the closet,
I have a sore throat, I still can't hear out of my right ear
and it's still 19 degrees outside. At this particular moment
in time I'm praying for some gangster to come up from
behind the house and shoot me. I want him to bust a cap in
me and just put me out of my f**king misery. I don't want
live. I don't want to f**king live anymore. Dear God, please
someone kill me! KILL ME!!
God is cruel and no one comes. No friendly warm bullets - not so much a disturbance in the cold wind. Enough
is enough, I think to myself; I walk back into the room. I lay
next to Steve.
"I feel like I'm going to die, dude," I tell him.
"Well, what do you want to do?" he asks me with sincere concern in his voice.
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I pause for a brief moment.
"Die," I tell him and curl up into a ball on the mattress.
He puts his arms around me and holds me close, keeping
me warm for the rest of the night. I still feel sick but I know
there's nothing left in me.
The next hour before sunrise was the longest of my life.
I stared into the darkness wondering how anybody could
live like this. This is no way to live; how does anyone handle
this? And how can anyone stand idle knowing people live
like this? Why can't I live like this? What is wrong with me?
Am I weak?
Originally, I had thought I was strong for doing this, for
volunteering to go through with this. Now I know what I'm
T
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really made of. I'm a soft pathetic little boy on a mattress
pretending to be a journalist.
What am I learning? Is it how far the human spirit
can be pushed? I don't know. I don't know what I'm
doing out here anymore. I thought I was exposing
homelessness but the more I live like the homeless the
less I know. How do they do it? I keep asking myself this
question over and over again. It haunts me in this sleepless night.
Finally sunlight pierces through the window. Mercy.
"Alright, let's go," I say.
Steve doesn't question a thing. We walk out of the
room. Thankfully, he doesn't ask where I puked, he just
keeps walking around the backyard through the demolished side of the house and back onto the street as I
follow. It is still freezing and I'm still feeling sick. I don't
want to move -1 want to crawl up in a ball and die but I
know we need to keep moving. Down the street we go.
"Where we going?" he asks.
"Gas station," I tell him and we're off.
Steve walks fast for a short guy. I keep lagging halfdrunk, half-sick and entirely freezing to death. My jaw
is jumping up and down in my mouth from the uncontrollable shivering. I pause for a second to see if I can
concentrate on the shivering long enough to get it to
stop. It works for a second before my body goes back into
convulsive shivering. Down the street we go.
Faster, faster, I think to myself. There has to be
warmth there. We head to the gas station like the Jews
to the Promised Land. Finally I see it. We cross the street
and half-run, half-stumble inside.
Oh dear God, the warmth hugs me in such a sweet
embrace it feels like a mother holding her child for the very
first time. I just stand there taking it all in.
Life is beautiful.
The Indian guy behind the counter asks me if I'm
stoned. I don't bother responding. Somehow Steve has
found some more change and buys himself some more
loosies. He asks the guy if he has water, to which the guy
replies that Steve can use the bathroom. Steve goes in and
comes out about five minutes later.
"So, what do you want to do?" Steve says, his voice filling the silent morning air.
"We're not gonna make it on our own man... I'm calling public safety, they'll get us out of here," I reply.

Where Public Safety saved us.
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"You sure about that?" he asks me.
"What choice do we have?"
"That's true."
I make the call.
A woman responds on the other end. I tell her that we
need someone to rescue us. She asks where we are. I tell
her Bridgeport, to which she replies that she's not sure if
she can send someone, she has to go check.
A few moments later an officer is on the phone.
"Where you at, son?" he asks me, his voice a combination of concern and anger.
"I'm in Bridgeport freezing to death -1 was working on
a journalism project for my class but now we have no way
back," I say.
"Someone else is there with you?"
"Yeah, another student. We really need your help," I tell
him.
"Where are you?" he asks.
"Bridgeport."
"I know that - but what street, what intersection?"
"Umm.... Lemme see... Clinton and Fairfield," I tell
him.
His voice gets deadly serious. "Stay right there. We're
coming for you." I hear a click on his end of the call.
Hallelujah! I tell Steve they're coming. I ask the Indian
man for water; I'm dehydrated from vomiting all night. He
offers me the bathroom and I do the unthinkable. I drink
the water out the faucet of the bathroom of a gas station.
Water has never tasted so sweet. I drink until my stomach
hurts, until I can't have anymore and then some more. I
walk back outside and quickly yell for to Steve to come.
"They're here!" I tell him, relieved. I don't think I've
ever been so happy to see a public safety vehicle.
The officer tells us how stupid we were to be where we
were. He tells us how that's the area where the most robberies and stabbings occur, and that he should know because
he used to be a paramedic in Bridgeport before he became
a public safety officer. I don't care anymore. I'm just happy
to be alive and to be going back to my room and my bed.
I tell him how I was inspired by Hunter Thompson
and he goes on some long spiel about how much he loved
the Hells Angels' story, but how times were different then
and that we're only kids. Yet halfway through his lecture he
changes his mind.
"I guess if there's ever a point in your life when you can

do stupid s**t like this it's now... you guys are young healthy
college students, this time in your life only happens once. I
guess you're making the most of it."
I'm touched.
But by what? The sickness inside of me. Oh no, I think
to myself, not in the car. I hold down the urge to vomit. I
cannot get in trouble again. With the last remains of my
reserve energy I manage to keep a composed face and act
normal long enough for him to drop us off in front of Loyola
and drive away. I walk up the steps with Steve. I swipe the
door open and I know that I'm not going to make it to the
bathroom. I see the recycling container and put my mouth
to the slit where the newspaper goes. I throw up all the
water and keep going 'til I can't go on anymore, till there's
nothing left.
I pray that the priest doesn't come out and see me.
I'm dry heaving but feeling better. I walk to my room
and get an Advil. I drink some water and say goodbye to
Steve with a simple handshake; we're both too shaken by
the experience to know how to say anything to one another
right now.
I climb up to my bed atop my roommate and wrap
myself up in my blanket; I don't even take off my clothes or
shoes. I lay there and stare at the sunlit wall, trying to turn
off my brain so I can sleep. It's seven in the morning now
and slowly the exhaustion settles like anesthesia; I unknowingly fall asleep until four in the afternoon.
My dad calls and wakes me up from my nap. I tell him
of how I just survived the night and how I appreciate my
life so much more now because I know what it's like to be
homeless. He stops me and says to me that I have no idea
what it's like to be homeless, that I learned what it's like
to sleep outside in the cold. He tells me that I knew I'd be
coming back to a warm bed and a meal and a shower and
clean clothes, but to truly be homeless is to know what it's
like to wake up knowing you won't have any of those things,
and to not know when you ever will.
"It is a sense of helplessness that you will never, ever
understand."
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+ Literary
Journalism
Offered as an English Writing
class at Fairfield University,
Literary Journalism, also known
as 'yellow journalism', uses
story-telling techniques to
creatively write nonfiction. It's
an energizing twist on basic
journalism rules of reporting
strict facts and tightening
information. Writers explore
literary techniques like narrative,
dialogue, scene-setting, pacing,
conflict and resolution to enliven
a factual story. Commonly found in
magazines or under bylines of loan
Didion, Hunter S. Thompson and Tom
Wolfe, literary journalism tells a
fun but factual story.
Emerging as a powerful form of
media in the 1890s, the literary
journalism Of William Randolph
Hearst and Joseph Pulitzer helped
bring the United States into war
with Spain. Historians today claim
this journalism caused the Spanish
American War, according to PBS.
Literary journalism is
sensational and aims to draw
emotion from readers. Capturing
drama through a painstaking
experience, "Four Cigarettes for
a Room," is a student written
piece of literary journalism and
highlights the severity of a
homeless lifestyle.

Earn your MS degree in as few
as seven months,., or at your
own pace
Choose between a concentration in Financial
and Assurance Services or Taxation

chief national correspondent
for CSS Evening News
with Katie Couric and
60 Minutes contributor

> A program of study designed for you to achieve your professional goals
i Full-time resident faculty and advising services
Classes held on our suburban West Hartford campus minutes from 1-84 and 1-91
■ Courses offered in a variety of delivery modes-day and evening classes this summer
We invite you to compare our tuition costs with other accounting/taxation

• Emmy award-winning journalist
• Embedded reporter in Iraq
• Lead correspondent at Ground Zero during 9/11

master's programs in the state. Discover a combination of quality and
affordabilitv that's tough to beat.

To apply or get farther information; 860,768,4343
ivekbarney.hartford.edu/msat
e-mail msat@hartford.edu

Wed., February 23 at 8 p.m.
Quick Center for the Arts

Application deadline of March 15 for summer admission

Fairfield

UNIVERSITY

Student tickets
available at
the Box Office
- free with ID

Barney School of Business

AACSB

Minds <•;

www.fairfield.edu/arts

200 Bloomfield Avenue
West Hartford CT 06117

UNIVERSITY
OF HARTFORD

Basketball!
Men vs. Narist: 1/16
Nen vs. Austin Peeay: 1/19
Women vs. Loyola: 1/19
Women vs. Siena: 9/91

The
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Elections

Want to be a part of
something big?
Want to represent
your class?
Go to BCC 212 to pick up
an election packets and
get started on your
campaign!
Elections will be held on
%

March 15th

Free Student Tickets for
Open VISIONS Forum with
Byron Pitts!
Wednesday, February 23 at 8
p.m.
Regina A. Quick Center for
the Arts
Students can get free tickets to attend
the Open VISIONS Forum featuring Byron
Pitts, contributor to 60 Minutes and chief
national correspondent for The CBS Evening News with Katie Couric.
To get your tickets, stop by the box office
at the Quick Center and show your StagCard. And get there before they sell out!

twtter.com/falrfiel4f'

Mtmwm

9

Q: How can the study abroad
process be less confusing?
A: Currently senators are working on a
checklist that will be available to the
student body as a guideline through
the process.
Have your own concern?
st it in the box @ the info desk !!
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Send your thoughts to
info@fairfieldmirror.com.
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Editor Dan Leitao » info(? fairfieldmirror.com

fairfieldmirror.com.

His iPhone / Her BlackBerry
Why Can't We Be Friends?
Dan Leitao
Can boys and girls ever just be
friends? It depends on the guy, plain and
simple. Some guys can and some guys
can't. It is based on a situational difference. In college it gets even more complicated and tricky as social situations are
often lubricated with alcohol, and well,
alcohol makes people slutty.
I'll save you the talk on rapport vs.
report talking and men and women. Take
Morality of Marriage to hear all about
that, Fr. Klein is good. Some guys can't be
friends with girls because they can't have
the conversations necessary to maintain
a meaningful friendship.
The Magnet Theory:
When you were a kid and played with
magnets, you would face the positive side
to the negative side and they would snap
together. Then, you'd face negative to
negative and watch them fly apart. The
trick to being just friends is finding out
how to turn your "inner magnet" so it's
negative facing negative. Which depending on the person (magnet) is either easy
or not so easy.
Guys:
It is easy to stay just friends as a guy,
depending on the attractiveness of the
girl. It sounds horrible to say but if the
guy is not physically attracted to the girl
then keeping it just platonic should not
be an issue. If he is not trying to get in the
girls pants then he should be able to focus on the conversation and other things
important to friendship.

Alexandria Hein

Not all guys are shallow and attractive guys can be friends with attractive
girls. The trick then is finding a way to
deal with the "What If We...?" situations.

Is it possible for single heterosexual
males to 100 percent consider single heterosexual females just a platonic friend?
Girls:
Nope. Is it possible for single heterosexual
I'm not a girl. I want to avoid over females to 100 percent consider single hetgeneralizing cause that will get me
erosexual males just a platonic friend?
in trouble. So I'll leave that to BlackNope.
Berry girl.
And I can say this with confidence
because I am one of them, and I can an"What If We...?"
swer certainly on the males part because,
The "What If We Could...?" factor,
well because they're boys and everyone
however, can't be denied. At some point a remembers the answers to that survey. If
thought of something happening benot let me refresh your memory: An extween two friends is bound to arise. True periment was done, not at Fairfield, where
friendship will be able to weather the
clickers were distributed to both males
storm; those who can't won't be friends
and females and every time they thought
or will drunkenly hookup one weekend
of sex they were to click the clicker. On
night and then not be friends anymore.
average males clicked over two hundred
times, while females clicked twice. So
Friends
excuse me for generalizing but it basically
So if you are lucky enough to find
speaks for itself.
someone who is friendship-only material
Do you know why it's impossible for
the platonic relationship? Forget the stats
(guy or girl) you are lucky. It is possible,
but tricky. Guys and girls who are friends from the study. It's because we are 18-22
years old and people are no longer settling
are always useful because they can
provide insight into the mindset of the
down at age 13. Also there's a thing called
opposite sex.
alcohol a majority of people like to dabble
with here at college.
Once you have found a worthwhile
friend, don't play the friends-first-potenI am sure people are scoffing at me
tial-lovers-later game. The friend zone is
right now but to be completely honest, if a
girl were to tell you she has never thought
the friend zone, my friends. BlackBerry
girl will tell you it is impossible, so prove
of her "just a guy who is a friend," in a
sexual way she is lying. You know why? Beher wrong because we know I'm right.
cause in order to label him "just a friend,"
you must have thought of him in some
- Sent from my iPhone
kind of sexual way that repulsed you into
throwing him into the friend category.

5
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Think back on your time here. Freshmen, for your sake I hope this doesn't
apply to you, but how many awkward
situations can you count off that had to
do with you and your "just a friend," plus
alcohol? He was looking at you in that
way, you caught the look, there was the
urge and the PHEW your phone went off
and someone wanted to know where you
were because your roommate was passed
out. Bottom line: It was there, you wanted
it and some superior power prevented it
from happening.
Ever notice that your "friend" makes
fun of a text that you get from that new guy
you are talking about? Or all of a sudden
he's making fun of you for staying in to
watch a movie with that new guy? Yeah, he
totally sees you as "just a friend."
I have the most difficult time trusting
a male friend who is single after a night
of drinking in a one-on-one situation
because truthfully the cost of one mistake
is just too deep. I don't want the friendship to be ruined; boys should definitely
look to call in some backup, maybe get a
friend who has some kind of sense or who
has been down this jagged road before. To
those of you who don't know what I am
talking about, beware; where there is alcohol, single people, and hormones, there is
danger.

Sent from my Verizon Wireless Blackberry

%mf%
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By: Gregg Pizzi

Coffee Break
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Tvvwe/tcrLOve/
1. adverb.

The housing lottery is coming up. I can't

2. name

(1. Adv) wait. I'm planning on living with

my roommate and a few hall-mates but I need to figure out a way to get

(2. name)

3. verb -s
out of our group. There's a person in every group that everyone

4. same name.
5. noun

and that is

6. adjective.

will be completely

7. adverb

(4. same name). Living in the townhouses with that.

(5. noun)

(6. adj).

But whatever. I guess what I'm.

8. adjective.

_(3. verb-s)

_(7. adv) worried about is actually getting a

townhouse. If our group doesn't get a.

(8. adj) lottery number, I'm going to

9. verb
(9. verb) at Residence Life and make such a scene. They'll be.

10. emotion.

(10. emotion) and scream

11. exclamation.
12. state

(11. exclamation)!

I guess if that doesn't work out there's always plan B.

13. Professor.

.(12. state) isn't too

far. I can get commuter status from there, right? All I have to do is get that paperwork and fill it

14. color

out like I'm Professor

(13. professor) using a

(14. color) peri at the

15. profession.
.(15. profession)'s office. Easy as.

16. food

.(16. food).

Okay well that might not work. Plan C? Ohhhh.

17. family member
18. same family member.

.(17.family member)! Hi,

.(18. same family member) I love you! Can you call Fairfield and.

19. verb

(19. verb) them to let me live in the townhouses with my best

20. adjective.

(20. adj) friends?

Pleeeeaaasseee?

21. adjective.
Oh housing time. The most

22. verb

(22. verb) it after graduation.

Fairfield University Student
Special
(Student Stag Card Required)

Haircuts

$25

(men & women)

Color
Partial
Full

60
90
120

Tuesdays, Wednesdays & Thursdays
Call for Appt. with Nicole, Erica or Caity

2060 Post Road, Fairfield, CT 06824 (203) 255-0798
Hours: 9-5:30, Wed & Thurs open till 8:00 pm

(21. adj) time of the school year. I actually might
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is WEEK

IN SPORTS

THE WEEK THAT WAS IN FAIRFIELD ATHLETICS

How THE

STAGS
STAND IN THE MAAC
Men
Fairfield
Rider
Iona
Saint Peter's
Loyola
Canisius
Siena
Niagara
Manhattan
Marist

INTRODUCING...

Erik Kremheller
Men's Tennis

« The Bio: Kremheller, a sophomore from
Riverside, CT, has excelled as a member of
the Men's Tennis team. He has two older siblings who are also students at Fairfield, including his brother
Mark, a senior member of the Tennis team. An accounting
major, Kremheller is also involved in other extracurriculars
on campus as a member of the Accounting Club and a SAAC
representative.

Overall
20-5
18-9
16-10
15-11
13-12
13-12
Iu-15
6-21
5-21
4-23

Women
Marist

Overall
23-2
Loyola
15-10
Manhattan 19-6
Fairfield
17-8
Siena
10-14
Iona
9-17
Canisius
8-17
Rider
3-22
Saint Peter's 3-22
Niagara
1-24

BY THE NUMBERS

«The Props: With only one full season under his belt so far,
Kremheller has already drawn attention from the MAAC - he was
a member of the All-MAAC Second Team No.5 Singles and the
AU-MAAC First Team No.l Doubles in his freshman year. After
going 26-9 last year - winning 13 of his final 15 matches and
going 16-16 in doubles - Kremheller appears to be continuing
his success streak this season. He secured the win for the Stags
in Friday's match against NJIT with his performance in singles
play.

41

7

Combined number Women's Basketball With one more win
against Marist on
of points scored by has won seven out of
Wednesday,
Men's
Derek Needham
its last eight games
Basketball would
in Fairfield's two after their 15 point win
capture the MAAC
victories this past over Saint Peter's this
regular-season
past Monday.
weekend.
championship.

« The Outlook: Kremheller and the Stags hope to improve upon
their overall record of 3-1 when they take on the Hawks of the University of Hartford on Friday, February 25 in East Hartford.

QUOTE OF THE WEEK
WHAT TO WATCH FOR

"There's no doubt that our team this year is
the most talented Fairfield women's tennis
has ever been."

The Men's Basketball team will host the Austin Peay
Govs from Tennessee on Saturday, February 19 at the
Arena at Harbor Yard at 1 pm. The game will also be
broadcast on ESPNU, so even if you head home for the
long weekend, be sure to watch!

—-Kristin Liu '11 said when asked to evaluate the Women's Tennis teams' high expecations this season.
iii

L SPORTS
Because they like to
talk... Sports.

TOM FITZPATRICK

Favorite Grammy
performance from last
Sunday?

3x

ii

i

ii

Your 2010-2011 3x5 Columnists
Tom Fitzpatrick, Tommy Polise
Jack Meagh

Soccer legend Ronaldo

What will Sunday

Bracketbuster game on ESPNU

retired- important moment in soccer or who
cares?

afternoons consist of
next fall if the NFL goes
into a lockout?

home for the long weeked, or
staying to support Stags?

Mumford and Sons
and Cee-Lo Green.

1 am ut the minority being
an American who cares
about soccer. That said, I
don't really care about this
- although he is one of the
atestofalltime.

; Strongest Man competitions on ESPN, ESPN2,
ESPNU, and ESPN11
ocho".

I'll be supporting
Stags.

Tiesto at Webster Hall.

I'm from the United
States so no, I don't care.

XFL.

Look out for me on
ESPNU.

SPORTS COLUMNIST

TOMMY POLISE

I..

for Stags this Saturday - going

LAX GOALIE
BLOOPER

Valentine's Day recap:
waste of time or a great
success?

by myself and managed to get my online
FIFA ranking down from
19,000 to 12,000 -so
at's good.

It was a great success for
Gary McCann from what
I've heard. Too cute.

■■■■
9 ^B?f

JACK MEAGHEK
SUNDAY NrcHT
CONTRIBUTOR

Mumford and Sons.

Who cares? But I know
deep down Tom was
devastated.

Intense four hour meditation sessions.

Why not do both?

Always a great success
when I check my mailbox
to see a Valentine AND
candy from Grandma.

i
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*■ Johnson Poised to Lead Women's Basketball to Season Success
BY IVEY SPEIGHT
CONTRIBUTING WRITER

Over the past couple of years, two different forwards have been the primary forces to lead their Fairfield University women's basketball teams to successful
seasons. During the current 2010-2011 campaign, Taryn
Johnson is well on her way to carrying her squad to a
third.
"She's been fantastic," Head Coach Joe Frager said.
"I really think she's maturing and coming into her own
as a player."
The junior has reached double figures in eleven
straight games including narrowly missing a career high
with 21 points against St. Peters. Her recent hot streak
has helped the club to win seven of their last eight conference contests and earn a 10-4 record in the MAAC.
"I just try and do what I can," Johnson said."[I] try
and contribute inside my role and do what I can to help
my team win."
Over the past three weeks she is averaging 17 PPG,
good enough to earn two MAAC Player of the Week
Honors. Coach Frager has seen the progression of her
game since her freshmen season, noting that "in the
past we would see this out of her every once in a while,
but she's really stringing it together and playing some
very good basketball for us."
However, she takes none of the credit. Even though
Johnson might be piloting the Stags in the last few
games, this team still believes that they need to connect
together and all contribute if they want to reach their
potential heights. Their recent results are showing that
growth.
"We're ...comfortable more so now than in the
beginning of the season because we're young," Johnson
said.
A difficult final stretch will test this young team.
Peter Caty/The Minor
As the season nears the end it becomes time for all the Taryn Johnson '12 has been on a recent hot streak for the Women's
lessons of the year to pay off if the Stags want to cash in Basketball team, reaching double figures in 11 straight games and
helping the team on their continuing conference success streak
on their development. They can look at the positives
of this winning streak to build on heading into the vital

Don't Miss Another Stag Dunk
Game Wednesday 7:30
Vs Marist

Game Saturday 1:00
Bracket Buster Vs Austin Peay
On ESPNU

final four games on tire schedule. Over the weekend,
the Stags improved their game in the second half by
shooting 52 percent in their-two wins, a practice that
can help them over these next games.
"I think that's a credit to the girls," Frager said.
"When you talk to them at halftime, they're coachable
and they listen and they try-to'the best of their ability
to do what the coaching staff asks them to do."
These last four games are against the only MAAC
teams to have defeated the Stags this season: Loyola,
Siena, Manhattan, and Marist. With their current
record of 10-4, they sit in fourth place in the conference, and will play against the top three teams ahead
of them in the standings. The Stags enter this crucial
period with something to prove. "We feel as though
we could play better and we want to try and play up to
our standards," Frager said.
They are at the position where they wish to be
with the season nearly ending. They are playing
arguably their best basketball as they approach these
tough games and the players are happy about their
recent play.
"That's what you want," Johnson said. "By the end
of the season you would hope to improve and that's
what we've been doing. We've been progressing and
going into these games with confidence." •
Senior starting forward Joelle Nawrocki.also believes that these last few games are to prove to people
that they are for real.
"We didn't play our best games against those
three," she said.
This squad has finished its contests against the
weaker teams in the league, and is left with the upper
portion of the MAAC. The Stags have not defeated
a team this year that had a better record than them
going into the game. If they want to reach the goals of
the season, obviously that needs to change - but this
team is ready.
Nawrocki said, "We want to come together and
show them how good we really are, and play Fairfield
basketball against them."
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Young and Determined:
Tennis Strives for Third MAAC Championship
BY SASH A CAMPBELL
CONTRIBUTING WRITER

For the third year in a row, the Fairfield Women's tennis
team has been picked to finish at the top of the Metro-Adantic Athletic Conference.
According to the votes by the league's head coaches, the
Stags received a total of 49 points in the poll and the selection as the top finishers amongst the other MAAC teams.
Last season, the team went 19-6 overall and had an
undefeated 7-0 record in regular season conference play.
Their success did not end there.
Their impressive record led them to a second consecutive MAAC Championship and Fairfield's third-ever NCAA
tournament bid.
The Stags will have All-MAAC Selections, Kristin Liu '11
andAlyssaRuiz'll, returning this year, as well as sophomore Nikki Jackson, all of whom have proved to be powerhouse competitors on the court. Fairfield also welcomes
five newcomers to the team, Caroline Emhardt '14, Carolina
Koladzyn '14, Victoria Pirrello '14, Sharissa Ryan '14, and
Monica Yajima '14.
Although the Stags have a young team, Liu says that it
should not pose as problem once the season gets underway.
"Last year we had four graduating seniors and this year
we have five freshmen. Our team is relatively young, leaving
Alyssa and I the only upperclassmen," Liu said. "We just try
to have the same goals in mind which [are] to work hard,
have a winning season, and win the MAAC-- That's what
keeps us as a team."
Even though the team consists of mainly new players,
Liu and her few fellow upperclassmen do not think it will
affect their chances of winning the MAAC.
"Our team may be young, but it may also be the most
talented recruitment class Fairfield women's tennis has
ever had. All our new members have been playing USTA
tournaments all their lives so the competition aspect is not
foreign to them," she explained. "In previous years, our team
cohesiveness has contributed most to our success. If our
bond can be as strong as it has been in the past years, we're
definitely going to have great success this season."
The coaching staffs for the Men's and Women's tennis
teams have proven to be an invaluable aspect of the winning
seasons this team has experienced. Head Coach Ed Paige is

in his fifth season and coaches both the Men's and Women's
teams. Assistant coaches Ryan Berthod and Marisa Voloshin
are both Fairfield graduates and were key contributors during their Fairfield tennis careers.
Berthod graduated from Fairfield in 2010 as the
Stags' combined victories leader. In his final years as a
Stag, Berthod earned All-MAAC Second Team honors in
both singles and doubles; he went 18-14 overall in singles
and 26-13 in doubles. He also advanced to the Round of
32 doubles at the ITA Regionals. Voloshin is in her second
season as an assistant coach. While playing on the courts as
a Stag, she helped the Fairfield Women's tennis team to a
MAAC Tournament Championship and an NCAA Tournament appearance in 2009 as a team captain. She also earned
All-MAAC honors for her doubles play with partner Dana
Posrupack and left Fairfield with a career record of 37-16.
"We are lucky to have Ryan and Marisa as our assistant coaches this year. They both have had great success as
previous members of the Fairfield teams and their guidance,
along with our head coach Ed Paige, will contribute a great'
deal to both teams this season," said Liu when asked about
the impact of the coaching staff.
Tennis may not be the most popular spectator sport, as
it has to compete with lacrosse, baseball and other spring
sporting events, but Liu and her teammates have proven
that tennis is a tough sport with the potential to be extremely
rewarding.
"Tennis may look like an easy sport: you have a racquet
in your hand, you move, and hit the ball," she explained.
"Easier said than done. The hardest part of tennis is the
mental aspect of it, which I think is the most challenging part
of the game. You can have the greatest strokes, be the fastest
mover on court, but if you are not mentally focused in your
match, it's hard to win."
Liu and her teammates know their goals for the season
and what is at stake with every match that they play. The
thought of living up to the success that is expected of this
team has not caused fear or uncertainty amongst the players,
but rather acted as a motivator to train harder, play better,
and come together as a team.
"There's no doubt that our team this year is the most
talented Fairfield women's tennis has ever been. We've been
lucky to have talented freshmen joining the team and I feel
very confident that we can live up to the expectations of win-

ning the MAAC for the third consecutive year in a row," Liu
noted. "It will be a great accomplishment not only for me,
but definitely for Fairfield athletics."
Hopefully the Stags will channel the same winning
mentality that they have had these past two years to bring
home another MAAC Championship and earn another trip
to the NCAA tournament.
The 2011 MAAC Men's and Women's Tennis Championships will take place at the USTA Billie Jean King National
Tennis Center in Flushing, N.Y. from April 20-21.
So far, the Stags are 2-1 with victories over Manhattan,
7-0, and Fordham, 5-2.
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Kristin Liu '11, one of the two All-MAAC selection players
returning this year, has high expectations for this season.
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Last season's Women's Tennis team pose after their win at the MAAC Championship. This year's team hopes to repeat last season's success with the help of the new freshmen players.

